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Words by L. A. Jones, — Music by Frederick Buckley 
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Oh, breathe not her name ! for it steals to my heart 
Like a dream of my boyhood’s bright hours ; 
It tells of the days that too soon did depart, 
When life seemed a garden of flowers. 
Oh, breathe not her name ! in silence I weep 
O’er the joys that ’ll never be mine ; 
And her image, though lost, still sacred I keep 
In my fond heart’s desolate shrine. 

















Oh, breathe not her name! ah! could I forget 
She was false to this desolate heart, 

That ever we loved, that ever we met, 
Or the time when we sadly did part ! 

Then, breathe not her name: It awakes in my heart 
A vision no longer mine own, 

It tells of the days that too soon did depart, 
Of hope and of happiness gone. 





CHOICE OF A WIFE. 


Task not beauty, ’tis a gleam 
That tints the morning sky}; 

I ask not learning, ’tis a stream 
That glides unheeded by. 


I ask not wit, ’tis but a flash 
That oft’ blinds reason’s eye 3 

LI ask not gold, ’tis glittering trash 
That causes man to sigh. 


T ask good sense, a taste refined, 
Candor with prudence blended, 

A feeling heart, a virtuous mind, 
With charity attended. 
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